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floor, and as each passed the sheik the third time, he again
began whirling. On this second occasion they whirled
for nineteen minutes. When the third, final signal came
to stop, they sank to the floor and remained seated while
the Sema Zan went from one to another, replacing the
black mantles on their shoulders. They were still like
men in a dream.

The music ceased, and in the silence came the deep
voice of the Sheik el Melewi:

"The man of God is exalted without wine.

"The man of God is beyond good and beyond evil.

"The man of God is beyond religion and beyond in-
fidelity.

"The man of God has ridden away to the place where
all is One/3

And I realized that here, even more than in the words
he had spoken to me that afternoon, lay a key to the deep
inner secret of the Dervish faith. It was pure pantheism,
in its most daring and advanced form. To these exalted
souls, God was neither Father, Master, nor Judge. God
was life itself. And to each of them, when he made him-
self one with all life through the ecstatic vision, the secret
hundredth name of God was "I"

I went to sleep thinking about this, and the next day
when the Melewi asked how the ceremony had impressed
me, I told him my thoughts unreservedly.

His face was sterner and more serious than I had ever
seen it. He lifted a solemn, warning hand.

"Beware, my son. Deep peril lies here, and destruction
for weak minds. The fool, when blinded by an illumina-
tion too great for his understanding, cries out 1 am God!'
and is destroyed for his blasphemy. Yet man may say